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this it is because I am your friend. One owes the
truth to one's friends* Do not make a second
mistake, because in that case you would lose your
following/'

He looked at his watch, and seeing that he had
barely time to get to the Opera before the dose of
the performance, lighted a cigar and rose from the
table.

The position of Joseph Lacrisse demanded
discretion ; he was a conspirator. But he loved to
display his power, to reveal the consideration in
which he was held. He took from his pocket a
blue morocco letter-case, which he carried against
his breast, and drew from it a letter which he handed
to Madame de Bonmont, saying with a smile :

" They can search my flat if they like ; I carry
all my documents about me."

Madaftie de Bonmont took the letter, read it in
a whisper, and, flushing with respect and emotion,
returned it with a hand that trembled slightly to
Joseph Lacrisse. And when the august letter,
returned to its blue morocco case, once more
resumed its place next the secretary's heart, the
Baronne gazed at his left breast with a lingering
expression at once tearful and filled with fire. In
hfer eyes young Lacrisse had suddenly become re-
splendent with romantic beauty.

The diners who still lingered under the trees of